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Then they went and stood by the Tarn in front
of the stone wall of the house. All was very grey
and silent. The hills streaked with white, thick
with naked trees, looked down on them while
quilts of wadded cloud rolled heavily across the
sky. Francis shivered,

* It's a black piece of water/ he said.

She told him that it could be every colour, that
it had so many moods that she could almost be-
lieve that it was alive, as Mother West, the witch,
said it was.

* Have you a witch then in this small place? *
he asked her.

They had, but a good and kindly one who gave
the girls love potions and the men cures for the
rheumatism. * She is an immense woman, like
a whale.' Then, as they walked back into the
house again, Judith told him about all the families
in the place, the Ritsons, the Wilsons, the Tysons,
the Morrows, the Blythwaites, the Gibsons, the
Robsons.

Judith knew everyone and, as Francis soon
perceived, governed everyone. She was Mistress
of Watendlath, knew it and triumphed in it.

But it was not until after their dinner that they
truly talked. For dinner they had oat-bread
baked on the girdle, a broth of onions and savoury
herbs, and a goose pie that had been made at
Christmas. To drink there was ale brewed in
the' down-house/

When dinner was over they sat over the fire,
while the logs hissed and crackled and spat and
threw out tongues of flame against the blackened